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pulse was healthy and strong for one of his age, and I
begged to examine his tongue, which greatly pleased him;
and he observed that he was eighty years of age, and could
ride as well and as long as his son.

Coffee was now brought. I ventured to praise it. He
said it was well for those who had not wine. I observed
that wine was not suited to these climes, and that, although
a Frank, I had myself renounced it. He answered that
the Franks were fond of wine, but that, for his part, he "had
never tasted it, although he should like once to do so.

I regretted that I could not avail myself of this delicate
hint, but Lausanne produced a bottle of eau-de-Cologne,
and I offered him a glass. He drank it with great gravity,
and asked for some for his eon, observing it was good raid,
but not wine. I suspected from this that be was not totally
unacquainted with the flavour of the forbidden liquor, and
I dared to remark with a smile, that raid had one advantage
over wine, that it was not forbidden by the prophet. Un-
like the Turks, who never understand a jest, he smiled, and
then said that the Book (meaning the Koran) was good for
men who lived in cities, but that G-od was everywhere,

Several men now entered the tent, leaving their slippers
on the outside, and some saluting the sclieik as they passed,
seated themselves.

I now inqtured after horses, and asked him whether he
could assist me in purchasing some of the true breed. The
old scheik's eyes sparkled as he informed me that ho pos-
sessed four mares of pure blood, and that he would not
part with one, not even for fifty thousand piastres. After
this hint, I was inclined to drop the subject, but the sclieik
seemed interested by it, and inquired if the Franks had any
horses,

I answered, that some Frank nations were famous for
their horses, and mentioned the English, who had a superb
race from the Arabs. He said he had heard of the Jbluglish;